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Voiume six Number two Spring 1969 


Umbra Woman 


Could you but hear 

the Blackness of my heart 

drawn in murmuring gratitude. 

See the undying flicker of admiration 
shimmering before the window 

of my soul’s starvation. 

You could smother 

the pangs of doubt; 

Surrender the ramping perils of fear; 
Advance the whimper of need 

to heed the singe from my burning desire; 
Gather your silently kept being of passion; 
Rendevous beneath the blanket of 

our soul and in the shadows of 

our Black Being - embracing the beauty 
of night. 


James Vaughn 


I sometime feel 

Like running outside 

To feel the wind 

Shrink my flesh 

As I make love to the touch of sand 
On my feet, 

After a renewed life rapes my body, 
Causing me to exist on a higher peak. 


Dora Hinson 


An Intruder No. 1 


“Black baby 
you have troubled years ahead, 
the blackness of an unrestful peace 
confronts your quiet halls of pleasure. 
Moaning shall replace 
your soft cry; 
Hatred shall replace 
your loving heart; 
Truth shall replace 
your little dream world; 
but the real element (faith) which counts 
shall intrude the full depths of your loneliness 
and shall cause you to continue to live. 


No. 2 


Black baby 

dirty feet and rough hands, 
ragly cloths have dominated 
your tired body. 

The colors of your future have 
formed into one hue making 
desertion your life 

and 

fortitude your home. 


Glenn, Angela Burtina 


Respect 


The sound of footsteps 
above my head scares me 
for there are Gods above me 


and they have big feet 
Alvin Rush 
Just got hip 
Blackness . . .not to be cured and 
Wolerateas.. 4.0... «+.» .but 
Cultured and strived for. 
George Weaver 
Time 
Time rushes by like the tides; 


No one knows what it is; 
Yeh, everyone abides. 

Funny how such an abstract 
Being is endowed with such 
Omnipetence! 

’Tis said that it is a thing of 
The Almighty, 

Not to be understood. 

When it comes to end the day 
All is done 


Wounded Warior 


In a paused moment’s silence 
bound in sober agony, 

slave of love’s irony 

the spirit of earth whispered; 
Naked visions of truth proceeded 
painfully piercing my brain 
branding your sorrowful name 
journeying to salvage hope 
that’s never to be 

and never will be. 

I reclined upon a 

broad vastness of 

wasteland and 

bathed in the image 

of you dancing over 

my desires; my 

hot body scorches 

the surface receiving 

my limp being - one moment’s rest. 
Tomorrow’s worlds I'll conquer 
then stand abreast 

your disrespect 

and beg a little love 

for a soul’s sake. 


James Vaughan 
Feb. 27, 1969 


We moved the chairs back so we 

Could have enough room 

To really let ourselves go 

To the moving feel of soul 

Once the beat started, our bodies 

began to move. 

They twisted, they rolled, they kept on moving 
To the moving feel of soul 


Dora Ann Hinson 


A dream, 
a vision, 
A hope for days to come 
My doubt, my tangible soul now 
Reflexing life. 
My struggle—what victory 
Only a victor’s gain: 
This smiling, laughing conqueror 
Moves on—And, 
i the conquest 
lost, 
dismayed, 
bewildered 
Struggles for air, 
Polluted by life 
Move on. 


Nigger 

In constant turmoil 
with yourself 

cause you can’t 

be somebody else. 


Alvin Rush 


Escape? 
i 
Slowly I sink into an abyss 
of insensibility 
ii 
Reject reality 
Refuse to live 


To Smokey 
Through Word-of-Mouth 


Let blades 

Cut slowly in 

Freedom and legality 

And induce 

Love and Peace 

With fellowmen 

Through word-of-mouth 
Let expansion, 

Both here 

And throughout our world, 
Be the wings of advertisement 
For happiness 

Through word-of-mouth. 
Let the last generation 
Place Trust and hope 

In the halls of 

Love, 

And gain eternal life 
Through word-of-mouth. 


Gregor Hannibal 


Restoration 


Pale white faces look and 
Stare from windows of 
Pre-arranged heavens while convalescing. 


Aimlessly staring at the 
Nonsense or, so it seems, of 
Busy people going no place in a rush 


I’m Through 


Just thinking and wondering why 

we've got rats, poverty, and booze to buy 

where are my brother and people going to? 

mass confusion and back stabbing, I’m through! 
Processed niggers - go find your place 

pseudo black mamas, your hair is in bad taste 
people who talk black but never do 

grab your hat and coat, I’m through with you 
black thinkers and knowledge, my life is with you 
goodbye false people, my sympathy’s with you 


John Brewer 


(Untitled) 


I am a clump of dirt; 

Fertile soil, but 

Full of worms and 

Crawly things—every 

Square inch infested 

With wriggly vermin. 

And the worms wiggle inside 

Me, struggling to escape 

This environment, 

But I answer no pleas for succor, 

And release no parasite to the outside world; 
For that would be giving away my life. 


Gregor Hannibal 


Her Love 


A butterfly supped 
At the gateway to my heart 
And sucked my soul dry. 


Gregor Hannibal 
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A body 
With black skin- - - 
A soul 
With goodness 
A love 
With passion 
A conscience 
With the truth 
A world 
With all chaos 
The earth holds the 
abundance of freedom 
for those who define themselves. 


(Untitled) 
You walk like bells 
Clang! Clang! 


Demanding attention. 
Clang! Clang! Clang! Clang! 
Your bronze dome hides 
Your working parts, 
And your reverberations 
Hold me spellbound 
C-l-a-n-g! 
Your power is unbearable 
Yet I can’t stop paying attention, 
And my head is ringing, ringing; 
Higher, higher, vibrations of joy and pain. 
C-R-A-C-K .. |! 
Clop! Clop! Clop! 
Gregor Hannibal 
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Life in Retrospect 


A white doctor slapped my ass the minute I was born 
Then a damn white man kicked my black ass in scorn 
A dirty white rat bit me while I was still in the crib 
A damn white man killed me as soon as I started to live 
So why did I fight to be white? 

Alvin Rush 


Change 


One day i saw a change 
A change i couldn’t face 
An hour went by - - 
A week 
Life had suddenly turned cold 
My loveliness bold 
Your presence cold 
I knew the truth, since you 
Gave me proof 
The day you lingered by 
Then, one day, I glanced 
You waved 
(God! For pity’s sake) 
And pride could only hide 
The pain I felt inside 
With trembling hands I waved 
And something inside me died 
I saw my life go by. 


Ingrid Parrish 


Black and Beautiful 


Deep dark or High Yellow 

You’re beautiful and that’s good. 
Don’t let no honkey tell you 

That you need some fixing up. 

Just like you came out of the womb 
You should live and die. 

So bleaching creams and straightening 
Combs are full of shit. 


Wesley Hines 
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“The Starving Child” 


A child stood there starving, 
begging me for food, 
With eyes 
such eyes 
so wide and sad, 
Echoing the pain beneath his ribs. 
Yet, 
I turned 
and wept in tears I could not hold 
or that I did not want to hold. 
For if I had had but the courage to tell him, 
all men are starved 
and do not know it. 


Maurice Glenn 


Black Paramour 


Came to me on a bus headed to the Nam. 
He was young, beautiful and. . . Afraid. 
We talked, laughed and reached our 
Destination. 

Attraction kept us in close contact by mail. 
Attraction grew to love, the love to dreams, 
The dreams turned to shattered hopes. 

He was my life, my body and my soul. 

Our enemy had him destroyed a million miles 
Away from home. 

Now what am I going to do without a soul, 
A body and a life? 

Paramour 

Died too soon. . .But I still wait 

And I am slowly destroying the world. 


Dora Henson 
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Somewhere. . . .within 

A desire. .. .A spark and then. . . .the flame 

A mad... .Hellish need. .. like... like... like a 
Dog in heat. 

Need something. . . .soft.. . smooth. .. .to hold. . . .to become 
One with a furry head to fondle. Soft breasts with 
pliant nipples to kiss. 

My rough hands on a soft stomach create... . 
Friction. .. .Heat. . . .Flame. 

Two halves. . . joined to a whole. . . .in a mad frenzy 
Inaudible. . . incoherent. . . .mouthings. . . .whispered 
Toexciteds,” deat ears: 


George Weaver 


A Funky Fancy 


Deeply entrenched in a trashy alley 
there’s an image of a place a funky place 
with tinted hallways without light 
and a carved wooden floor filled with footprints 
Little footprints searching for clothes and food 
food that is not here — 
clothes that are dreams — 
a crippled child dreams of walking away 
far away from cracked ceiling dusty walls and hurt 
but 
here comes reality, big sister is here, the whore 
there’s mama with her ass oozing out 
damn those curtains hiding dirt and funks mammy 
I hate funks Mammy 
mammy’s funk I hate 
there’s that Nigger again 
brute, rapist, Bastard 
he’s drinking again 
here we go again round, round and round 
then 


d 
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John Brewer 
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How can | Forget 


How can I forget 
That I’ve been 
exploited 
brutalized 
victimized 
stomped 
kicked 
beaten 
shot 
and stabbed 
As long as my mind still functions 


Alvin Rush 


Ghetto 


i hear a cry in the enchanted jungle 
i see lost people swim the high seas 

of poverty 
i see hope lost, hatred grow and love decline 
i see cluttered steps, dirty children and 
fading dreams 
i see desperation yet! i see something 
greater 
A chance - - 
A place in the sun beyond the Ghetto. 


Ingrid Parrish 


DEATH DEATH DEATH DEATH 


Sweet winds of fear 

Sweep dark shadows abroad 
Forever killing beast of hate 

Grabing ignorance, 
Smashing love, 

Banishing thoughts of 

doubt 

it’s here! 

BLACKNESS is death 
Whiteness is gone! 


a I / 


The Prude 


There was a girl named Lyn 
Who never ever sinned 

She had many a good friend 
But none of whom were men 


Oh Lyn was such a joy 

So kind, so sweet, so coy 
Her mother trained her well 
Lyn her everything did tell 


And as the story goes 

Lyn to womanhood arose 
And such a virtueus thing 
She loved to laugh and sing 


And then came many men 
Who tried to feel our Lyn 
But she would never bend 
She knew kissing was a sin. 


Brenda Jean Buie 


“Words” 


Walk through life 

Courageous more than anything 
Look into reality 

Yet softly sing 

Stagger through life 

And love each reckless moment 
Portraying the images 

Of midnight darkness. 
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“Those who profess to favor 
freedom yet deprecate agita - 
tion, are men who want crops 
without plowing up the ground; 
they want the ocean without 
the awful roars of its many 
waters. . . Power concedes nothing 
without demand. It never did 
and never will. Find out what 
any people will quietly submit 
to and you have found out the 
exact measure of injustice and 
wrong which will be imposed 
upon them, and these will con- 
tinue till they are resisted 

with either words or blow, or 
with both. The limits of 
tyrants are prescribed by the 
endurance of those whom they 
oppress.” 


Frederick Douglass 
West India Emancipation Speech 18: 
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NAKED BLACK BODIES GLISTENING IN THE NOONDAY SUN 
A BED OF ROSES FOR OUR PILLOWS 
A CHORUS OF ROBINS SINGING OVER OUR HEADS 
FRESH AIR SUCKED INTO OUR NOSTRILS 
SOFT EARTH BENEATH US 
LEGS THRASHING WILDLY UNCONTROLABLE SCREAMS 
AND SOFT SIGHS 
THERE’S ALWAYS A RESERVATION AT THE 
GREEN GRASS HOTEL! 


MELVA MINES 


A Must and a Must Not 


A MUST AND A MUST NOT 


We met By day 

Stayed together till night 
we lay in a bed, 

A shed, a barn 
To get as far out of sight 

from the eye of the night 
we stepped out of our clothes 

and exposed our souls 
and nearer, nearer to 

Heaven we wished to rise 
but to hell we fell; 

for there was no time 
capsule in the love we held. 


Fredrick Smallwood 


Corrupted to the soul 
by a society that 
despises my presence 


Alvin Rush 
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Innocence 


Sorrow’s in the earth 
Sorrow at my birth, 
Sorrow has no name 
Sorrow, to live in shame 


Mama died when I was born, 
Father left me to live in scorn, 
Without a name, without a claim 
He never dared to share the blame. 


What pain mother took to give him pleasure, 
Gave up her life, made her child a BASTARD. 
Put him on a road of disaster. 


Father thought he had a right 

Cause his skin was smooth and white, 
to love the Black girl 

Across the tracks. 


Which way can I turn 

Skin so white, like the dove 
Blood so Black, 

Like my mother. 


Sorrow’s in the earth 
Sorrow at my birth, 
Sorrow is my name 
Sorrow, to live in shame 


Bert Newton 


(Untitled) 


Blue-white oddies ascend 

In my mind, bringing tears 

To eyes and perfection on the keyboards of 
The instruments of emotion. 


Gregor Hannibal 
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Small baby often wondering 
why his mother always 
turned her breasts away from him, 
were they not to nurse his 
beaten body? 

The evil gift from some distant 

palace, 

He was not to know about this? 
suspicion rests with him, 
his thoughts arrest him, 

he wants to reach the palace, 
a goal is now set, 
praying, swaying, preying 
nourishment selfishly refused, 
how sad. 
echoing. 


Burtina Glenn 


Black boy 
finally 

saw himself 
and analyzed 
that which 
walked 
throughout 
this 
universe 
seeking 
refuge 

from 

the truth 


Age 

has a 

constitution of its 
own 

but 

he 

made 

it 

through 

life 

by just being white. 


Glenn, Angela Burtina 
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Gamblers 


Four cards 
one ginger snap 
a glass of wine 
a black body 
“my empty stomach” 
a poem substituted for ignorance 
LOSE the game 
win only cowardess 
pray, pray, and pray 
wHiTe jEsUs don’t give a DamN. 


Four cards 
one fine blackwoman 
a glass of pleasure 
a healthy black body 
“my black soul’ 
a book written for spades 
leave the game 
win only pride 
think, think, and think 
soul brother gives a damn. 


BARGAINED 
SOLD 
BOUGHT 
GOD condemned 


Glenn, Angela Burtina 


DESTINED SOUL 


Here no soul can breathe a sigh. 
Diurnally, it’s mere being tempts the best 
and these perilous times 

Gives it no time to rest. 


Soul on day must choose its place 

In heat of flames of fumes of firmament 
There to dwell and rest its worth 

Above or below this confused continent. 


It’s true the soul knows no death, 
But it like all the rest 


Must reap what it has sown from day to day 
In life’s lustful quest. 


26 


My evil black mind pounds endlessly 

inside my narrow skull 

constantly pouring out a never ending purge 

of impossible thoughts. 

Pounding, pounding, constantly 

steadily pounding 
Stop damnit! 

The mind still pounds 

the thoughts still come steadily building up 
The explosion is near. 


Alvin Rush 


“The Morning Sun” 


The sun rushed forth onto the land 
Shimmering between the trunks of two trees, 
It fell gently to the ground and 

Flickered through blades of grass 

Swept with the morning dew, 

Between the fold of those two trees 

Was the morning’s warmth, 

Golden hope for the day 

That lay before the man, 

Who walked in sadness among the woods. 


28 


ON THE BLOODY WAR 


sad picture framed inside a bloody body 

a body broken by mother nature’s violent hands 
took what evolution created from it 

(blood protected from the violent hands of nature) 
pictures painted from Vietnam 1968 

i try to paint in my mind a picture painted 
from the scorched blood of evolution 

only sad pictures framed inside a bloody body 
broken by the world with us presents its token 
the me’s distributes ammunition and accuse me 
of being a non-creator 


Glenn, Angela Burtina 


BLACK MAN: MY LOVE 


The setting is pouring forth black warriors and black 
executioners, 
From the chaotic pressurer to the productive thinker; 
The leadership to make this world our home, 
My love is my cell, imprisoned around the freedom revolt. 
The love in you rejects my imprisonment. 
Histories I fuse into the abolition camps of ignorance, 
No love has ever gotten through. 
My fatal study of society’s law and order is sketched in the 
back memories of after-life’s madness. 
Your blackness unfolds itself to me in the form of my African 
creator; 
I am punished for the inability to capture that sensitive 
inner feeling within you. 
Whose law can fore-see the argumentative desperation of black- 
humankind? 
My heart imposes the terror of my love. 


Angela Burtina Glenn 
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Sometimes I think nobody knows me except me and Thee 
And at times I have my doubts about Thee 

Black Power, White Power, Green Power, Flower Power 
White, Black, White, Black White, Black, White 

Negro, Nigger, Afro-American, Black 

Ahhh. Semantics 

Give me a bottle of wine please! 

It’s the only way I know how to say it. 


George Weaver 


(Untitled) 


The smoke and flames of 
Jet-black emotions 

Cause hazy waves of visions 

And sounds. 

Grotesque beings dance wildly around 
The flickering lights, as 

Cryptic incantations pass, 

Like silent gas, from lips to ears. 
Transposed into a circle for 
Strength, thoughts repeat at 
Irregular intervals, 

Causing Kaleidoscepic views of 
The mind of the partaker, 
Welding all time into an instant, 
And taking hours to compose that 
Instant; 

All components functioning as a 
Unit, blending into a mixture 

So rare that it can never be re-captured, . 
Often these emotions lie tranquil, 
Dormant because of the lack of a 
Catalyst... 

The smoke and flames of 
Jet-black emotions. .. 


Gregor Hannibal 
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“Gwen” 


I remember when 

You first kissed me 

And cries. Cryingly 

You cland to me 

While I to you the same. 
Cursing the moment when 
You would leave me. But 
The hell with that. ’m 
Feeling blue. 


I remember now when 

You laughed at me. 

I knowingly felt something 
Was wrong. Yet, I 

A fool, sat smiling back 
Ignorant to the fact that 
Your smile is a 

Smile of pain. (Good-bye!) 
Oh! I still love her so. 


Untitled 


With a roar and a thrust 
it all began! 


Hopes, dreams, desires, frustrated 
outlets - all of this was found 
within that organization! 


Lies and deceit brought hesitant 
feelings of giving. Security 
slowly crept away. 
Why? Was the answer - 
Niggers ain’t shit 

or 


Niggers can’t do shit! 


Gail L. Stokely 
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life 


born into the night with tears 
growing up amid the fears 
the hurting pain of a good love lost 
the discomfort life often costs 
the fleeting moment of happiness 
the desire to live less and less 
soon one night the welcome face appears 
to take you away to dry your tears 
Doug Stephens 


birth 


a slap 
a cry 
a sparkling eye 
-D. Stephens 


my world is for me 
that’s why you don’t see 
what i see 


pointless #1 


flowers bloom only to wilt away 
life begins only to end someday 
-Doug Stephens 


law & order 


nigger niggir don’t despair 
you'll get justice itll come 
from the air 


no matter when or even where 
follow your dreams you'll find it there 
don’t say you cannot bear 
the torture that beckons your soul 
hear! 
in violence you'll find a basket of tears 
to waste the suffering you’ve endured for years 
listen to me with millions of ears 
don’t turn to strike don’t allay your fears 


-Doug Stephens 
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uncle t didn’t die 

and fly with the angels in the sky 

he has a mansion on the hill & 

got it by doing the white man’s will 
Harriet Stowe’s no saint in this day 
trying to write her guilt away 

to free a slave was her plan 

but never thoughts of freeing a man 
uncle t’s not dead he lives on in man 

and the man he holds is nothing but sand 


-Doug Stephens 


sonnet : poverty’s child 


he cannot see beauty in bloom 

nor know the things that you assume 

he cannot rest and chat by fireside at night 
he is poverty’s child and must fight 

the life you lead so it seems 

to him is just what he dreams 

put on your rags cover your guilt 

but he’s poverty’s child born in filth 
acid capsules and reefers abounding 

can never drown his famished sounding 
revolt if ye may against the system 

it’s useless when you don’t include him 
he’s poverty’s child now you know 
either his hunger be conciled or we all go 


-Doug Stephens 
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the poet 


he writes from his soul 

of what he feels & hopes 

he writes of the sun 

when it’s stormy 

of the storm when it’s 
sunny 

he writes of vanity 

he writes invain 

he is the painter 

with the pen 


-Doug Stephens 


pointless #2 


we all cry in a storm 
but nobody knows it 


Doug Stephens 


my 

shadow is 

me 

without the sun 
i 

do not exist 


-Doug Stephens 
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Being. .. .Black 


Pity covers no sorrow, only 
pushing backward before the 
raging ruins of a 
deferred dream can 
blanket subtle chains 
over the swelling 
of emptiness pouring in 
to burst 
and shower 

and fill 

a void of living 
to destroy that which is Theirs; 
wanting Mine but 
Greeting a new dawn 
Again 
Filled with what has 
been; 
Leaning on no tomorrow 
I cried yesterday 
of unearned stabs; 
Now I'll rest before 
the cliff, above the 
moan of my soul’s 
fair child then speak 
of the best of life 
and curse the need 
to have said it 
looking the depth of Blackness 
I plead again for 
Blindness: 


Black Brother 


Big swinger 
Big Drinker 
Black bringer 
Black thinker 


This man has soul 
(the soul motion). 


Burtina Glenn 
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Ghost of Blackness 


Deep in my heart-Tides 
Brushing against the shore 
With intermittent signs 
Of complacency. 


Deep in my soul-Bounds 
Anger in its magnetic field 
Carring hatred, bitterness, yet 
There is also happiness. 


On the surface of my skin-Reflects 
Images of midnight shadows 

While deep in my mind-Burns 

An acidic passion for identity. 


Johnny R. Wilson 


from now, till then 
till summet’s gay, 
but ne’re look back at 
yesterday. 
life is like a rushing 
wind, 
moving with no time to 
breathe. 
for if you stop to rest, 
by the cool stillness of 
the shore 
you will become a rock 
and the sea shall hit 
you for - 
evermore. 
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Soul Solo 


Twigs play upon 
the touches of the wind 
The ground receives 
the kisses of the sun’s 
hot breath. 
I am alone.. 
The air smiles 
a tranquil blanket 
The earth embraces 
the soft silence 
Trunks remain 
in selfish order. 
I am alone. 
Memory escapes 
sleep forever abides. 
How long alone 
How long? 


James Vaughn 
March 20, 1969 


We Came A-Borrowing 


In two hallowed spaces 
of a heart’s contraction 
beneath a hand 
of healing grace 
we closed the space 
of loneliness 
reducing 
reshaping 
rehearsing 
An art of loving. 
Found a path 
of descent 
beneath flesh 
and mixed me 
and you 
loving awhile 
turning away from 
the smell 
of earth’s 
people 
the hum 
of man’s 
machines 
the touch 
of nature’s 
rain and snow and cold 
the ache 
of nothing’s 
emptiness 
for an instant we loved 
and asked for no more 
We came - - for awhile 
borrowing! 
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